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Summary: "What if episode 25 was a dream" A short one shot of that 
thought where Choromatsu's letter arrived safely to Osomatsu and now 
their mother is worried about her eldest son. 


The letter that did not burn 

Matsuyo looked at her eldest son 
been a week since Ichimatsu left 
worried about him, but her words 
time . 

He barely didn't go out anymore, 
stared at nowhere, focusing on a 


with sadness in her eyes. It has 
without even a single word. She was 
failed to reach him every single 


not even to gamble. His eyes always 
something she could not see. 


That's when she decided to call him, Choromatsu, hoping that he can 
knock some sense into his older brother. Though they departed on a 
sour note, she knew how close they really were and maybeaC 1 just 
maybeaC 1 if they fix this rift between them, the darkness that 
surrounded their household would fade away as well. 


Choromatsu arrived after work. It was already dark and he looked so 
tired. His mother told him of what happened. He looked worried at 
first, but as her story went on his eyes showed sadness and 
guilt . 


Choromatsu marched up to their room, opened the door and saw Osomatsu 
in the middle of the room. Osomatsu was lying on the floor, hands on 
the side and eyes to the ceiling. Choromatsu gritted his teeth when 
he saw how his older brother smiled to himself. 


Choromatsu shook his head and stomped his way in. 

"OSOMATSU!" he shouted. He knelt down and picked him up by the 
collar . 


"What do you think you're doing? Mom is very worried about you." 
Choromatsu continued. He shook him as he spoke, just to make sure he 



could wake him up. 


Osomatsu's eyes rolled towards him and slowly focused. The lazy smile 
on his lips widened into a larger grin. 

"Hey Chorof appsky ! " His voice sounded the same. It was as if nothing 
happened . 

"You little shit a€" " 

"We'll try again with the invitational this year right?" Osomatsu 
continued, cutting Choromatsu's words. 

"What?" 

"The invitational, silly. I know we died in space but that won't stop 
us from doing it all again. We can call the whole gang and form the 
team again. This time we'll be more merciless than the last! We can 
even call Akumatsu. AH! Why didn't we thought of that last 
t imea€ 1 . yesa€ 1 we'd really be invincible if he's around." 

Choromatsu slowly let him go in the middle of his crazy rambling. 
Choromatsu watched as Osomatsu sat there formulating plans of this 
'invitational' he spoke of. Choromatsu had no idea what it was, but 
it seemed so fun. It looked so fun. 

Too bad, it was only inside his older brother's head. 

"He's been like that ever since he read your letter." His mother told 
him earlier. 

"Hey, Osomat su-niisan . " Choromatsu called, not really expecting 
anything from him. 

But Osomatsu stopped talking and looked at Choromatsu, grin still on 
his face he responded, "Yes?" 

"I never got a response. I was waiting for it the whole time, you 
can't even imagine how I lost sleep thinking about how you'd replyaC 1 
but your letter never came." 

Osomatsu tilted his head to the side and furrowed his brow in 
thought, "What are you saying?" 

"Remember? My letter?" 

Osomatsu then burst out laughing. 

"That stupid thing? It never arrived here. I burned it even before 
you could mail it to me." 

Choromatsu had no idea what he was talking about. He successfully 
mailed the letter. His mother confirmed that the letter arrived safe 
and sound. She also told him that she saw Osomatsu read the 
letter . 

The very thought of it made Choromatsu tremble. He fell on his knees. 
Osomatsu stood up and towered over him, a hand went to Choromatsu's 
shoulder . 



"Don't worry about thata€ 1 " Osomatsu's grip on him felt 
strong . 


Choromatsu looked at his brother's hand and how desperate that grip 
felt. The grip might not be painful but the guilt inside his heart 
started to become more and more unbearable. He caused this 
too . 


Choromatsu looked back up to Osomatsu. 

Osomatsu's eyes widened as he looked darkly at Choromatsu. 
"The invitational is much more important." 


End 
f lie . 



